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The doom of the Children of Lir,
Thus Oifa dooms them,
Go pine in the feathers of swans
Till the North shall wed the South.

Three hundred years shall ye float
On the stillness of Derryvarragh:
On the tossing of Sruth-na-Moyle,
Unsheltered, three hundred years.

Three hundred years shall ye keene
With the curlews of Erris Domnann;
Till the bell rings in Inis Glory
I curse you: nine hundred years!

They weep and pray her for some lightening
of their doom, and she, being filled with terror
of her own deed, grants, not from pity but
from fear, that they shall have wonderful
power of song:

Sweet, sweet be your voices,
Ye sorrowful Swans of Lir!
Your song from the seas of Erin
Shall comfort the sorrows of men.

Then Oifa drove on to the house of her
father, Bov Derg. Lir passed by the lake and
the swans saw him and came and told him of
their doom, and, having stayed to weep with
them that night, he also came to the house
of Bov Derg. There he told his tale, and
Bov Derg laid a spell on the tongue of Oifa
that she might confess what shape she most
abhorred,